A WINDOW IN THRUMS
moleskin waistcoat, she in a white net cap,
walked to the house on the brae that was to
be their home. So Jess has told me. Here
again has been just such a day, and somewhere
in Thrums there may be just such a couple,
setting out for their home behind a horse with
white ears instead of walking, but with the
same hopes and fears, and the same love light
in their eyes. The world does not age. The
hearse passes over the brae and up the straight
burying-ground road, but still there is a cry
for the christening robe*

Jess's window was a beacon by night to
travellers in the dark, and it will be so in the
future when there are none to remember Jess.
There are many such windows still, with loving
faces behind them. From them we watch for
the friends and relatives who are coming back,
and some, alas! watch in vain. Not every
. one returns who takes the elbow of the brae
bctvriy, or waves his handkerchief to those
wfeo watch from the window with wet eyes,
some return too late. To Jess, at her
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